CHAPTER     SEVENTEEN
'Heavens! Has she lost her children?*
*No. But one of the detectives is a boxing profes-
sional, another is a tennis professional, another a golf
professional, and so on. They teach the children in
their spare time/
*I shall write to the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children/
'She's probably one of its largest contributors/
'Then I shall expose her* I shall spread a rumour
that she hasn't got forty servants at all. I shall say
that she has only thirty-two, and that she gives the
footmen false moustaches. What would happen to
her social position then?'
Seriously, the thing worried me. Supposing five
of Mrs. Y's housemaids were suddenly blown over
the edge of a cliff, would Mrs* Y's social position fall
with them? Supposing all the footmen fell dead at
dinner, poisoned by the cocktails, would the guests
rise with a fatigued smile, and leave the house? It
was very mysterious. I studied the dancing figure of
Mrs. Y to see if I could find a clue.
She appeared to be very bored, and was constantly
looking up to the sky* Since it was obviously not
going to rain, I wondered if she had a detective
watching from a balloon. But no. The sky was dear.
Then perhaps there were some detectives concealed
in the palm trees. However I could not see any.
Where could they be? I began to feel very sorry for
those detectives* I longed for them to have some-
thing to detect*
I said to iny companion, *I am going to go up to
Mrs* Y and say "boo!" in a very loud voice. That
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